Dichotomy as Rot 


Step this way,Saddam. 
Step this way,Rosenblum. 


We have a lovely rope! 
We have lovely showers here! 


Loaded? Infinities of such infuse 
all patriotic vaudeville. Abe heard 
no religious patter,though,to smooth 


the harrows in his executioners’ soul--Art 
of State Deceit matching ours in noir. 


“Trial” had he also. Not! “Hey,” wise- 
cracks one about Iraq now, “their 
lame shit! So they hanged the prick?” 


Ours too, and maybe more. Plus, 
how a little patience might 


have forwarded it to half- 
time at The Super Bowl. Dur- 


ing other incadescent days 
rituals adhere like shame. 


